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The President
By EDWARD W. BOK
Reprinted by permission from “Twice Thirty.” Copyright, 1924, by Charles Scribner’s Sons

“Count me o’er earth’s chosen heroes,

They were souls that stood alone.”—Emerson
II
HE flames of war were
Then, one day, came the hour
rising over the land. The
for action.
pressure upon the Presi
“At last,” was the exultant
dent had been, for months, in
The President said:
cry.
tense and insistent. Appeals
“You can’t start and stop a war
The people got ready. Ora
poured in asking that the Presi
as
you can a watch."
tors orated.
Bands played.
dent take action. The news
Registration places opened over
papers, particularly along the
night. The “regulars” march
Eastern seaboard, clamored
This article stimulates thought
ed through the streets to their
loudly. Government officials,
along the lines suitable to the
armories.
Women began to
delegations, and organizations
sew, and girls said goodbye to
of all kinds joined in the de
month in which Armistice Day
their sweethearts. Men too old
mand. Even the personal
is celebrated. Read it and think
to go into service wrote the
friends of the President echoed
it over.
President and told him how
the insistent cry.
to conduct the War. All got
“Have we no self-respect?”
busy,—for human slaughter!
wrote one editor.
Then followed another cannonade
“Are we to stand before the world orator. “Deaf to reason and un
willing to listen,” was the universal on the doors of the White House.
afraid?” asked another.
Matters were not moving fast e“Have we a coward in the White opinion.
Not a word came, however, from nough,—particularly to suit those
House?” came from a famous orator.
Silence hung over the White the man in the White House, where who could not enlist. Now came
House. To those who called upon upon he was told that “silence may “the right to know.” What plans
him, friend and stranger alike, the at times be golden, but there are also had the President? Why did he not
reveal them to the people? Had
President looked grave, shook his times when it may spell cowardice.”
Weeks grew into months, and yet he any? When Cabinet members
head, and merely said, “War is a
frightful thing.” Then, one day, the President sat calm and, to all were asked about preparations, they
nodded toward the White House.
he went a step further and said, “I outer appearances, undisturbed.
He was now adjudged “remote.” When members of Congress were
can only watch and wait.”
Derision now broke out in the Friends and officials ceased to coun approached, they answered, “The
newspapers. “ Watch and wait, for sel. He was “only willing to com President.” Nobody knew but the
sooth. How long? Until our name is mune with himself and not with President.
Again the President was silent.
a reproach to courage and a byword others.” If advice was offered “it
“Is this a one-man war?” the
was met with rebuff.” He was told
for cowardice?”
The business interests of the that “he was untrained for the posi editors now asked.
“Are the people to be told no
country insisted that the uncertainty tion and unable to grasp the situa
of war was endangering the econo tion.” He “had proclaimed him thing?” inquired another.
“Will the President kindly oblige?”
mic structure of the country. Even self for an ideal and then had not the
sarcastically suggested a third.
the churches began to counsel war courage to fight for it.”
“Watching and waiting again,”
So it went on. Patiently sat the
“for God and the right.”
In volume and violence grew the President, and when friends told him ironically said a fourth.
From no quarter came encourage
demand. Stronger words now found of the widespread impatience he
their way into the newspaper edi replied wearily, “Yes, I know. ment to the man holding his lonely
torials. “Coward” was frequently But they don’t have to make the vigil in the White House. Grad
ually it became apparent that all
met with. “Bungler,” cried an decision.”

T

The test of leadership is originality.—paul bunyan
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Department of State on those ques
tions which involved the nation to
which he was accredited. Cabinet
members said in confidence that the
first information they had of orders
which came within the scope of their
departments they learned from the
newspapers at their breakfast-tables.
The President was running the
war; no one else. He would listen
to no one; he would counsel with no
one. “The lonely man in the White
House” became a universal charac
terization of the President.
So the war went on to the dis
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“No morsel of hope or comfort to
those whose boys are at the front
comes from the solitary figure on
Pennsylvania Avenue,” complained
III
one editor.
Then came a victorious battle, and
“We shall know in time,” coun
newspapers cried out in exultation,
seled another editor. “In a year or
and the people shouted and cheered,
two, perhaps. That is, if the Presi
—until the tidings of the dead and
dent wills it. Remember, he is
wounded were learned. Then sober
watching and waiting.”
thought reigned.
The closing days of the war thus
Again a battle,—and again a long
dragged on, and little came from the
list of boys killed in action.
White House. Meanwhile the Pres
“Is victory to be bought at such a
ident toiled and passed many a sleep
fearful price?’’ the people asked.
less night, perceptibly aging, physical
To which the President
ly spent, steadily advancing
replied, “There is only one
step by step, to that day
kind of war.” Soon the
when, as a bolt from the
INDIAN SUMMER
question was asked for the
blue, he fell,—just as truly
first time, “How long will
a soldier in the war as any
Nathan Appleton Tefft
this last?” And it was not
one of “his boys,” as he
long before appeals came
used to call them, that fell
The storm has curbed the fury in its rage;
to the President to “stop
on the battlefields.
The land lies brown, and damp, and cold;
the war.”
As always happens, there
The last leaf turns and falls, the final page
“But it was only a short
followed an aftermath of
Of Autumn’s beauteous tale of old.
time back that you urged
sorrow, and it was not long
me to start the war,” was
before those who pushed
’ Neath the brown leaf-sog a lonely cricket sings;
the answer from the White
him aside during his life
House. “You can’t start
The hunter stays his stealthy step. Then hist!
time began to see that he
and stop a war as you can
knew better than they.
The startled whir of partridge wings,
a watch.”
Calumny ceased. Praise
Gives him courage to persist.
The same voices which
took its place. The man
only a few weeks before had
who was President was now
And to! The murky clouds, asunder hurled,
called the President a cow
standing, as we must all
Let in the sun’s enlightening rays,
ard afraid to fight, now
stand, before God for that
And lend to man and his naked world,
began to tell him that he
judgment that faileth not.
was “regardless of human
The joy of Indian Summer days.
life.” He was “thirsting for
“A true picture, very
blood to realize his ideal!”
true,” commented the Critic
“This fearful thing must
when he had read what is
stop,” was the repeated word at the satisfaction of every one.
written above. “But don’t you
When in a momentous address the think that if the President had
White House as the casualty lists grew
by leaps and bounds. Folks began President defined the crisis in human not been so remote, or seemed so
to recall the President’s earlier words civilization which he was trying as self-centered, so willing to commune
an honest and high-minded leader only with himself, he would have
that war was “a frightful thing.”
The President was again “willful, to meet and solve, showing the peo avoided much of the anxiety which
remote, insensible to argument, un ple most truly and clearly the right he thus brought upon himself, and
willing to listen to counsel.” Or he way and the wrong, it was only to be which after all was the direct cause
was “filled with a self-importance. met by the criticism that he was “a of his downfall?”
Although with no military training spinner of fine phrases.”
“Downfall?” I repeated. “Whose
IV
or background of statesmanship, he
downfall?”
Then came the first rumors of
is attempting to run the war himself.
“Woodrow Wilson’s,” answered
No one is consulted. Advice falls peace. But again silence hung the Critic.
heavily over the White House.
on barren ground.”
“But this sketch is not of Wood
“Have not the people the right to
The President was “playing a lone
row
Wilson,” I ventured.
know
what
is
going
on?
”
again
be

hand.” The American Ambassador
“Of whom, pray, is it then?” was
to the Court of Saint James’s hinted came the cry.
“Whose war is this, pray?” came the astonished query.
that he could receive no definite in
“Of Abraham Lincoln.”
formation from the White House or the ironical query,

was not harmonious in the Cabinet.
There was little or no support of the
President in Congress.

The best way to tell a crooked stick is to lay it beside a straight one
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The Last Drive
By NATHAN A. TEFFT

When the last log passes from the
Main boom and when the last ves
tige of material evidence reminding
one of lumbering operations on the
Penobscot river has disappeared,
there will remain a work of art, to
remind future generations of a once
thriving industry, and to immor
talize the sturdy men who made
that industry possible. This is the
bronze group, The Last Drive, by

Charles E. Tefft, soon to be dedicated
to the memory of the late Luther H.
Pierce, of Bangor, who was one of the
pioneer lumbermen of the east.
Mr. Tefft’s heroic design, repre
senting the breaking of a log jam,
and depicting the perils these brave
men were ever subjected to, was
done with the approval and co-opera
tion of "old-timers,” men who knew
the life with its attending dangers,

because they had lived it; men who
knew the hearts and minds of those
who dared face these dangers, and
who had seen many an eager com
rade carried to his doom in old Pen
obscot’s madly swirling waters. Mr.
Tefft knew well of what he builded,
because he was born and reared in
the locality through which these
waters flowed.
Continued on Page 14

In words there is magic poison which is more powerful than the plain substance of them—paul bunyan
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territory extends from North Twin
Dam to Medway. He has built
many piers in the course of his work
and is considered an expert in their
construction. It is to him that we
are indebted for much of the follow
ing information concerning the men
and women who have worked at
Rice Farm in the past.
The first superintendent of the
farm was Tom Ranney. He was
succeeded by Steve Warman and
later by N. A. Murphy, now of
Kineo. William Goodell came next
and then Patrick Feeney, who is
now employed in the East Millinocket mill. To Mr. Murphy and
Mr. Feeney is due the credit of clear
ing most of the farm. Next came
Mr. Garland, Mr. White, Edmund
La Pointe, Mr. Klatt, John L.
Clark and Angus Matheson, which
brings us to the present holder of
the office, Jason L. Goodwin.
The first clerk was Herbert Sudan
who hailed from New York. Among
the many clerks who have followed
him are recalled J. P. Hayes,
Charles McKay and his brother
John, A. E. Harmon, Harold Turner,
Grover Carr, Carl U. Kelley and
John Hamel. Mr. Goodwin, the
present superintendent, spent a
period here as clerk, prior to his
work in the auditing and paymaster
departments. Wm. Mann, Warren
Burr and Jim Grover were men who
worked here for long periods.
It is not one of the large farms,
Rice Farm, but it fills a mighty use
ful place in the company’s scheme of
things.

Rice Farm
Four miles out of Millinocket on
the old Medway Road is situated the
property known as the Rice Farm.
Originally the farm of Charles and
Daniel Watson, who cleared the first
land there, it later came into the
possession of Edward Gates who had
made his home with the Watson
brothers for some time. Years after
ward, Mr. Gates sold the place to
Fred and Alva Reed and they in
turn sold it to James Rice, from
whom the farm derived its present
name. In 1907, when the develop
ment of East Millinocket was pro
jected, the Rice Farm and the
Powers Farm, a short distance from
it, were purchased by the Great
Northern Paper Company.
The Rice Farm at that time was a
small clearing not more than three
acres in extent. The ruins of the old
log camp built by the first settlers
were still in evidence. The company
immediately started in to improve
the place with a view to using it as a
base for driving operations in the
vicinity. As the Powers Farm
was to be flowed over, most of the
buildings on it were moved to the
Rice Farm. Among these were the
old boarding-house and the barn
used for driving horses. A new
storehouse was built at once and the
barn was known as the middle barn.
The farmhouse moved from the
Powers Farm in 1907 was burned in
1909 and was replaced by the pres
ent structure, the design of Hardy
S. Ferguson. In the same year
smaller buildings, such as a harness
shop and ice house, were constructed.
The next year the new barn was
erected, also designed by Mr. Fergu
son. It has a capacity of fifty horses
and two hundred and fifty tons of
pressed hay. The water tower,
tank and pump-house were com
pleted soon after. In 1912 the boat
house, wagon shed and other neces
sary structures were added to the
outfit and in 1914 two driving shacks
were built to house the driving crews.
These later burned and have since
been replaced.

RICE FARM HOUSE

By such stages has the plant
grown to its present importance.
Forty acres of cleared land now sur
round its buildings. Its stables,
supplementing those of Millinocket,
have a capacity of nearly a hundred
horses. At one time there were
two or three hundred hogs here.
One of the principal attractions of
the farm today is the registered
Ayrshire cow.
She gives sixty
pounds of milk a day regularly and
has given as high as eighty. Fur
thermore, this milk is very rich
in butter fat. Considering that no
special attention is paid to her feed,
and that there is no forcing of any
kind, this is a remarkable record.
Of late years the chief usefulness
of Rice Farm has consisted in its
availability as a depot for the driv
ing crews covering the lower West
Branch. For several years after the
introduction of four foot wood, it
was found necessary to sort the short
wood from the long logs and sorting
gaps were located at strategic points.
One was maintained nearby for
years but the need for it has passed
as all the wood for the mills is now
cut in four foot lengths.
Of the many people who have
from time to time worked at the
Rice Farm in the past, none has
been more closely connected with
its history than Mr. A. I. Mann,
Superintendent of the Lower Drive.
“Lonnie” Mann first came to the
place eighteen years ago and with
the exception of brief intervals when
he has been employed in other com
pany operations, has made his head
quarters there ever since.
His

In 1922 forest fires destroyed the
equivalent of a ten-mile strip ex
tending from New York City to
Denver.

Tolerance

A long face shortens your list of friends

The most lovable quality that any
human being can possess is tolerance.
Tolerance is the vision that enables
us to see things from another persons
point of view. It is the generosity
that concedes to others the right to
their own opinions and their own
peculiarities. It is the bigness that
enables us to let people be happy in
their own way, instead of our way.

The Northern

November 1925

Page seven

The Cross-Haul
A well known lumber company,
whose name I’ll soon put down,
Had three camps along the river
from Winterfield to town.
And at their upper camp one day we
brought our journey to an end,
For there we struck a winter’s job,
myself and farmer friend.

“Here’s my card, I am a lawyer, and
if what you say is true
You can wait here for that cross-haul,
you’ve no cause for feeling blue.
You go with me to the Sherman
House, and I will explain this thing,
How you’re down here after cross
hauls and may have to stay till
spring.”

Grey told him not to get excited, it
was cheaper to keep cool,
And cheaper, too, to pay at once, and
not act like a fool.
He rushed off to see a lawyer, and he
realized, when told,
That the boy had never been dis
charged; that he himself was sold.

They set Billy out to swamping, his
name was Billy Dean.
The boys soon tho’t they’d have some
fun, just because the lad was green;
So one day the teamster told him all
his other work to drop,
And to bring him out a cross-haul, it
was at the blacksmith shop.

Dean stood it for a day or two, then
decided to go away.
“Don’t you worry,” said the lawyer
“you’re not losing one day’s pay.”
December came and passed away,
the next two months the same,
Still at the Sherman House Dean
waited for the end of this strange
game.

Before witness he’d acknowledged
that he’d sent the boy to town
For nothing but a cross-haul, so they
plainly had him down.
One hundred twenty-three and fif
ty! Oh! didn’t he feel silly
When he gave that check to Lawyer
Grey for the Sherman House and
Billy!

The blacksmith “took a tumble.”
Said he, “It’s at the camp below,
And you’d better go and get it for
some one will have to go.”
Billy started down the river on a long
and tedious tramp,
And at last he found the foreman of
the lower lumber camp.

In March there came a break-up and
the camps were all shut down.
The boys, the cooks, the walking
boss, one day all came to town.
Grey met Ross at the hardware store
Said he, “Didn’t you last fall
Send a greenhorn down the river to
get you a new cross-haul?”

Billy felt himself a conquerer, but he
said that after all,
He’d be willing to give a dollar just
to see that “durned cross-haul!”
Ten years have passed away since
then, and now often I recall,
While the boys are cracking jokes in
camp, the cost of one cross-haul.
C. E. T.

The foreman, like the blacksmith,
saw the boy was rather green,
And the joke he still continued on
the farmer, Billy Dean.
This man had charge of all the camps,
his name was Eugene Ross,
He was what we in the lumber woods
all call the “walking boss.”

“Yes,” said Ross, “he was the biggest
fool that I ever saw in camp.
I wonder if he wasn’t tired with his
twenty-two mile tramp.
I told him if they had none here to
stay in town a spell,
Till they ordered one, then bring it
back; wasn’t that a rich old sell?

Said he, “My lad, we cannot spare
that cross-haul any more;
But you go right down to Evart and
to the hardware store,
And order a new cross-haul, and if
there is none in town
You wait until they get one; tell
them ‘Gene Ross sent you down’.”

“I guess the cross-haul never came,
I’ll bet the greenhorn swore.
Do you know where the youngster
went, I hadn’t thought of him be
fore!”
“Oh, yes, he’s at the Sherman House,
your orders were to wait.
His board bill’s forty-five and fifty,
and his wages seventy-eight.

Billy’s errand to the hardware, the
merchant’s ire did provoke.
Said he, “My boy, you’re badly sold,”
then he explained the joke.
Poor Billy turned to leave the store,
he had not one word to say.
A stranger called him to one side,
and said he, “My name is Grey.”

“It’s all charged to Scott Garrish, this
thirteen weeks will be no loss;
He’s been waiting for a cross-haul or
dered by their walking boss.”
Ross laughed at first, and then got
mad, he stamped and raved and
slammed,
He swore he’d never pay a cent, they
might sue it and be d—d.

Business, big and little, men,
great and small, need above every
thing else today that kind of reli
gion which renders clean and whole
some the inside, and issues in fine
and decent living on the outside.
—Bishop Freeman of Washington

A Gold Mine
Two young Irishmen in a Cana
dian regiment were going into the
trenches for the first time, and their
captain promised them five shillings
each for every German they killed.
Pat lay down to rest, while Mike
performed the duty of watching.
Pat had not lain long when he was
awakened by Mike shouting:
“They’re comin! They’re comin!”
“Who’s comin?” asks Pat.
“The Germans,” replies Mike.
“How many are there?”
“About fifty thousand.”
“Begorra,” shouts Pat, jumping
up and grabbing his rifle, “our
fortune’s made!”

If you bite off more than you can chew, nothing will choke you more surely.—paul bunyan
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All communications for The Northern
should be sent to the editor of The
Northern, Greenville, Maine.

The Hunting Season
The arrival of the hunting season
reminds us of a notice recently issued
by the management in which all
employees of the company are re
quested to live up strictly to the
game laws of the State. The atti
tude of the Great Northern toward
poachers is well known and need
not be emphasized at this time. In
fractions of the game laws by our
men in years past have been few,
but in these isolated cases the offend
er has been summarily dealt with,
even to the point of dismissal from
the company’s service.
To shoot more deer than the law
allows is a serious offence; to shoot
deer merely for the pleasure of kill
ing, leaving nearly all the meat to
rot in the woods is still more serious;
but to shoot these inoffensive crea
tures at night, by the so-called
“jacking” method is worst of all.
Not only is it a grave violation of
the law, but it is sportsmanship of
the lowest calibre if not actual cow
ardice. There is no excuse that
will justify such action.
Let us all resolve to come through
this season of 1925 with a clean
slate. We can set a good example
for sportsmen visiting our territory,
and at the same time make of our
selves, in this respect at least, an
asset rather than a liability to the
company that employs us.

A Man’s Thanksgiving
God of commonsense, I give Thee
thanks for the heavy blows of pain
that drive me back from perilous
ways into harmony with the laws of
my being; for stinging whips of
hunger and cold that urge to bitter

The Northern
strivings and glorious achievement;
for steepness and roughness of the
way and staunch virtues gained by
climbing over jagged rocks of hard
ship and stumbling through dark
and pathless sloughs of discourage
ment; for the acid blight of failure
that has burned out of me all thought
of easy victory and toughened my
sinews for fiercer battles and greater
triumphs; for mistakes I have made,
and the priceless lessons I have
learned from them; for disillusion
and disappointment that have clear
ed my vision and spurred my desire;
for strong appetites and passions and
the power they give when under
pressure and control; for my imper
fections that give me the keen delight
of striving toward perfection.
God of common good and human
brotherhood, I give Thee thanks for
siren songs of temptation that lure
and entangle and the understanding
of other men they reveal; for the
weaknesses and failings of my neigh
bors and the joy of lending a helping
hand; for my own shortcomings,
sorrows and loneliness, that give me
a deeper sympathy for others; for
ingratitude and misunderstanding
and the gladness of service without
other reward than self-expression.
—Arthur W. Newcomb

Paul Bunyan
Paul Bunyan, the mythical logger,
famed for the stupendous woods

If

you have books,
read them; if you have
friends, strengthen them;
if you have money, use
it intelligently; if you have
time, spend it wisely; if
you have talents, culti
vate them. Men often
achieve greatness through
turning small things to
great account.
—Kleiser
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operations which he carried on, has
apparently not been so well known
in our camps as in other sections of
the lumbering world. Perhaps we
prefer to exploit our own achieve
ments around the deaconseat. It
is time, however, for us to become
familiar with this great character.
Two accounts of Paul Bunyan have
come to our attention—one written
by Esther Shepard and the other by
James Stevens. We feel much in
debted to them for reducing to writ
ing the stories of this woods hero.
In the attempt to make a biography
that would run true to form they
encountered all kinds of complex
problems. We are not surprised at
the marked divergence of their tales.
For instance, Stevens has Paul’s
birthplace across the border. On
the occasion of his crossing the
boundary and becoming “a real
American,” he expressed his en
thusiasm by roaring forth, “By the
holy old mackinaw, and by the hell
jumping, high-tailed, fuzzy-eared,
whistling old jeem cris and seventeen
slippery saints, I’m proud of it too!”
On the other hand, the Shepard
version gives Maine the honor of
being the birthplace of this super
lumberman: “At logging he was
A-l right from the start, I guess,
for they say he cut his teeth on a
peavey and drove logs down the
Kennebec in his first pair of pants.”
The Shepard account makes Paul
unable to sign his own name, where
as the Stevens tale makes him a
tremendous writer of history as well
as an expert accountant. In trying
to keep up to date with his reports
he found it necessary to devise short
cuts and so to him belongs the
credit of having invented the mul
tiplication table, cube root and alge
bra. Even with these aids he had
to labor all night to keep up with
his work until he met Johnny Inkslinger who relieved him of the
clerical end of the woods operation.
Babe, the blue ox, did all the haul
ing for the Bunyan camp. Babe was
“some ox,” for one account says
from eye to eye he measured “fortytwo axe handles and a tobacco box.”
And the other account allows he
Continued on Page 15

The best thing about telling the truth is that you don’t have to remember what you said
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Archie McLeod tend?
the Gate at Sias Hill

Roland Foster

Sme of the Sargent Family
o
Clarance, Harold, William
and Kathleen

Wetting down
the Grindstone
Wood Pile

Nobody loves a liar —

paul bunyan
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Northern News
Ripogenus Dam

Northeast Carry

Maurice York, who has been for
Mrs. Angela Clifford and her
many years proprietor of the sport daughter Miss Beatrice Clifford of
ing camps at Daicey Pond, died at Bangor made a short trip to Lobster
the Greenville hospital on September Lake during the early part of the
27th from a paralytic stroke. Mr. month. They were accompanied
York was well known to the men of by Nick Mulligan as guide.
this company whose business took
Steve Ranney has a crew of eleven
them through the Sourdnahunk men cleaning out the brook, and
country, as well as to hundreds of gravelling the dam at Little Lobster.
sportsmen who have visited this
The hunting season has started
region.
with a few parties passing through
Mr. William Page called here enroute to various places down the
early in the month on his way to West Branch.
Sourdnahunk to ship the horses.
Edward Sweeney has left the
Charles Oree took twenty-nine of Carry temporarily to go in to
them to Millinocket and the balance Lobster to take charge of the crew
went to Blair Farm.
in the absence of Steve RanHunters are beginning to come for there
ney who was suddenly called away
the hunting season. On October 14
there were already four parties in, on account of his mother’s illness.
Harold Casey is a regular caller
and more coming daily.
Mrs. George McGuire motored and constitutes all of the company
from Bangor recently and spent the we have had outside the telephone
week end at the dam. She was crew which stopped here while they
accompanied by Mr.McGuire’s broth were repairing the damage to the
lines caused by the storm.
er Louis of Frederickton.
Phil Murdock has been here look
Tom Whalen had the top of his
car tar papered. It makes quite an ing over the cut already made by
Arthur Paquet at Penobscot Farm.
improvement.
There are at present about forty men
Dolby Pond Improvements
in the crew.
The crew here under Don Brean
A two-tube radio owned by the
is still engaged in pulling stumps and scaler is providing good entertain
dri-ki out of the flowage.
ment. The reception is very clear
Albert Conley, brother of Amos, and distant stations, including
has come here to cookee.
Florida, have been picked up with
Jack Pickett, father of Lloyd, has ease.
gone to Bangor, as has also Charlie
Norcross
McLeod. Florence Doucette is still
Albert
Bertrand
has been ap
hanging tough.
Owing to the fact that a special pointed clerk of the Norcross opera
transformer was needed here before tions, taking the place resigned by
motion pictures could be shown, the Carl Kelley. We are interested to
crew missed the program the week learn that Carl is now engaged in
of October 5. The machine having the restaurant and grocery business
arrived O.K., pictures were shown in Brewer, and all of the boys up
the week of the 19th and were river join in wishing him success in
greatly enjoyed by all present. his new venture. We’ll drop in for
William Curran’s crew, who are a cup of “Java” Carl, when we get
camping up the road a short way, down next Spring.
On October 7th a motion picture
came over for the evening.
Charles McLeod recently made a entertainment was screened by a
trip to the Magic City of the North. representative of the Social Service
The cold weather may put a stop Division at Fowler’s Hotel. About
forty people were in attendance.
to this operation.

Charles H. Ingalls and Charles
Jr. who have been employed on the
scow at Chamberlain Lake are now
working on the steamer “F. W.
Ayer” here. Among others em
ployed here are Robert Kearse,
James Thompson, S. E. Harford
and Alec Levesque.
Mrs. A. J. Bertrand and daughter
have arrived for a visit at the dam.
Mr. and Mrs. Graham who have
managed the cook-room end of
things this season have given great
satisfaction.
Mrs. Wilmer Spencer met with a
painful accident while visiting her
daughter in Veazie.

Chesuncook Dam
Repairs on the steamer “A. B.
Smith” are progressing rapidly under
the direction of Mr. Harkness’
skilled workmen.
The well is now drilled to a depth
of 47 feet. Water has been reached,
but Mr. Nickels is unable to say at
present whether it is satisfactory or
not. A sample was sent to the State
Health Department for analysis,
but no report has been received to
date.
Henry Pelkey has returned from a
brief trip to Bangor and Island Falls.
William Hilton and Ray Mersereau passed through here on their
way to and from the operations at
Chamberlain and Heron Lakes.
Fremont Hatch was a business
caller at the dam early in October.
Mr. Wm. St. J. Murray and Mr.
L. G. White visited us for a short
time on their way to Chamberlain
and Heron Lake operations.

Pittston
William Harrington has finished
the repair and improvement work at
Third St. John Pond and returned
to the farm.
Dr. Frank Gilbert and Mr. E. E.
Clifford were overnight guests here
enroute to the Davy Crockett
Club on the South Branch.

There’s a heap of difference between swelling and growing
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Connie Brosnahan was called to
Bangor by the death of his uncle.
The terrific storm of October 9th
and 10th caused considerable dam
age to the telephone lines, but
thanks to the rapid and skillful work
of our linemen they are again in
good working order.
Supt. Henry Ordway reports that
the unexpected snow-storm has in
terrupted his potato-digging opera
tions. Since the snow disappeared
some “spuds” have been dug by
hand, but a few days of dry weather
will make possible the use of the
potato-digger again.
Mr. and Mrs. Ingleton Schenck
and family spent the week-end of
October 3rd at Pittston Farm.
During the past season Mrs.
Ordway has canned 100 quarts of
peas and beans, besides 54 quarts of
strawberries.
Attention is called to the photo
graph on this month’s picture page
of Fred Petersen with his famous
team—Dan and King.
This is
generally conceded to be the finest
team owned by the company. Fred
is justly proud of these shiny bays
as he has given them the best of
care for over four years.
Mr. R. H. Robertson paid a brief
visit here recently.
Deer are apparently as numerous
as ever in these parts. As many as
twenty-seven at one time have been
counted in the field between the
farm buildings and the river.
Supt. Willard of the telephone
department has a crew here under
Bill Stewart setting poles along the
cut-off. These poles will be equip
ped with new ten-pin cross arms and
when the job is finished will replace
the old line which now runs through
the field to the Dole Brook road.
Many visitors to Pittston have
noticed the improved appearance of
the pasture land across the South
Branch. Mr. Ordway has had his
farm crew working at odd times on
this tract for over a year, a great
many stumps have been pulled up
and burned and a portion of the
land seeded down. It is gradually
becoming an attractive and fertile
piece of ground.

Ten Mile
Mr. and Mrs. W. J. Mullins and
daughter Helen of Arlington Heights
Mass., visited Ten Mile for a week
the latter part of September. Mrs.
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Mullins is the daughter of Mr.
Chaplin.
John B. Estes has succeeded Ger
ald Baker as patrolman. We are
all glad to welcome Jack back to
the tall timbers.
E. F. Jones and Julian Merrill
recently spent a few days here work
ing on project 69 for the Division of
Forest Engineering.
Airs. Maurice P. Hill visited us
while Mr. Hill was relieving Mr.
Harrington at Pittston. Mrs. Hill’s
visit was much enjoyed by all at
the 10-Mile.
George Beale started work on the
road repairs between Kineo and 10Mile October 7th, taking the place
vacated by Hugh Seavey.
Mr. Edwin M. Graham, President
of the Bangor Hydro-Electric and
Mr. Eben Leavitt, also of Bangor
were visitors at 10-Mile on Oct. 16th
and 17th.
Mr. Chaplin has several White
Wyandotte cockerels which he
would like to dispose of to some of
the Northern men.
Mr. H. Whitefield Laite whose
rich baritone voice has charmed
many audiences from the concert
stage, accompanied Mr. Hempstead
on a recent trip to Pittston. Mr.
Laite sang at the Sunday service at
Pittston, and on his return stopped
for an hour at 10-Mile where he
delighted us with several songs from
his large repertoire, a treat which we
all enjoyed immensely.
Mr. and Airs. Milford Mehann
and their little daughter are occupy
ing the cottage across the road. Mr.
Mehann is the forester this year for
Tomhegan operation.

Greenville
C. W. Crossman has made a trip
around to the farms and garages in
specting furnaces and boilers with a
view to making any repairs that
may be necessary to put them in
shape for the winter.
C. Al. Hilton and Leonard Cor
mier have returned from a tour of
inspection of the dams in the Loon
Stream and Caucomgomoc territory,
also at Canada Falls and Seboomook.
Walter Creegan has gone to Grind
stone where he will represent the
Social Service Division on the opera
tions at Davidson, Grindstone, Dol
by, Norcross and Rice Farm, during
the coming winter.
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The Coburn steamer “Moosehead” was unable to make the head
of the lake on her regular trip
Saturday October 10th due to the
ferocity of the storm. Capt. Parent
who has been on the lake many
years says it is the worst he ever
saw at this time of year. Although
the storm raged with unabated fury
for two days and nights, we did not
get as much snow as points farther
north. We learn that there was 28
inches measured at Third St. John
Pond, 20 inches at the Boundary
Cottage, 16 inches at Forty-Mile and
7 inches at Pittston Farm.
Mrs. Emma Hempstead has fully
recovered from a recent operation
for tonsilitis at the Charles A. Dean
Hospital and is again enjoying her
usual good health.
The boys at the machine shop
wish to extend to Walter Cole their
profound sympathy in the loss of his
mother, whose death occurred at her
home in Greenville on October 4th.
Likewise to Mr. and Mrs. Charles
Murray in the loss of their little
baby that died on Sunday, October
11th.
Andy Faulkner of the clerical force
at Chamberlain Lake spent Sunday
here with his family early in the
month.

Seboomook
William Withrow has left the road
repairs and secured employment for
the winter with Sutherland & Hod
gins.
Archie Deroche and George
Crossman have completed the job
of oiling, waxing and covering the
permanent floor built for the “big
top” for Labor Day celebrations.
Gerald Gartley has succeeded
Gerald Averill as patrolman. Mr.
and Mrs. Gartley are occupying the
tent which was vacated by Mr. and
Mrs. Averill. The Averills have
returned to their home in Bangor
where Gerald has established a
grocery business on Ohio Street.
Archie Deroche, with Motor Boat
No. 29 and a small crew, is engaged
in some repair and improvement
work at Little “W” Cottage.
F. A. Murphy returned Septem
ber 30th from a two-week’s vaca-

There is no appetite more powerful than that for the strong meat of authority.paul

bunyan
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tion spent with his wife and children
visiting friends in Jackman, Quebec,
Calais, and other points of interest.
Clarence Sargent’s gravelling crew
have completed their work on the
Loon Stream—Caucomgomoc Lake
road and moved out of the camp at
Caucomgomoc Lake.
Leo Boutin and family have
returned after a two week’s vacation
spent at Leo’s old home in Canada.
Jack Haselton of the Ward well
house has gone to Bangor for a
visit with his sisters. During his
absence the house is being ably cared
for by Alice Endall assisted by
William Smith. Bill is busy at
present getting a supply of wood for
the coming season.
Mr. and Mrs. R. D. Pearson of
Corinna are visiting Chief Fire
Warden Errold F. Hilton and Mrs.
Hilton at their cottage at Seboomook
Dam.
Mr. and Mrs. R. L. Keating and a
party of friends recently visited Mrs.
Nellie Colbath for a few days.
Seboomook at present is not
visited with very much excitement
but one afternoon during the past
week we thought the battle of the
Marne was repeating itself in a
decidedly different location. In
vestigation disclosed the fact that
it was only Mrs. Colbath out in
front of her house banging away at
some empty bottles with a .22 rifle.
Mrs. Colbath said she was getting
in practice to shoot a few birds, but
as yet we have seen no tangible
evidence of her skill.

Greenville Shop
Mr. and Mrs. Win Ryder are re
ceiving congratulations on the birth
of a daughter.
A snow-plow was taken out on
October 11th to break through a
drift on Blair’s Hill. Rather early
for snow-plow work.
Motor Boat No. 31 is well under
way and will be ready to receive the
finishing touches the week of Oct.
19th.
Our blacksmith, John Clements,
has perfected a new tempering pro
cess for tempering axes. He has
chopped up two anvils, three tons of
1" steel rods and several other ar

ticles demonstrating the durability
of his product.
Howard McFadden has returned
to his duties at the shop as foreman
of the automobile repairing depart
ment. Mr. and Mrs. McFadden
spent their honeymoon at Kokadjo.
When the shop folks heard the good
news, September 23rd, preparations
were made immediately for a sur
prise party that night. A chicken
dinner was prepared, a chest of sil
ver purchased and armed with these
the cabin was surrounded at seven
thirty by the following shop people:
Mr. and Mrs. F. Van N. Schenck,
Mrs. McFadden, Mr. and Mrs. J. B.
Pratt, Mr. and Mrs. Walter Cole,
Mr. and Mrs. Edward Perro, Mr.
and Mrs. A.P. Murray, Mr. and Mrs.
Charles Gillette, Mr. and Mrs.
Leon Bradley, Mr. and Mrs. Guy
McCourt, Mr. and Mrs. George
McEachern, Mr. and Mrs. Hugh
Morrill, Mr. and Mrs. Pearson
McFadden, Mr. Arthur McFadden,
Miss Juliet Gagnon and Mr. Leo
Desmond.
After the dinner was served the
remainder of the evening was given
over to cards, radio music and visit
ing. The party broke up at 10:30.
The happy occasion will be long
remembered by all who attended.

Bangor Office News
Elizabeth, youngest daughter of
Mr. & Mrs. L. A. O’Connell re
cently suffered a very painful acci
dent by falling off the steps at her
home on Maple St. She suffered a
slight fracture of the right collar bone
but is at present doing nicely.
F. L. Street and E. L. O’Connell
are temporarily working in the Ac
counting Department.
Irving Billings of the Accounting
Department has been granted a
leave of absence on account of health.
His position is being taken by James
Mutty who has been moved from
Mr. Wiley’s room.
Harry Ryder was recently called
to Patten on account of the illness
of his father.
Ira Barker has been confined to
his home for a few days on account
of illness.
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Rockwood
Mr. and Mrs. Maurice P. Hill
have returned to their cottage in
Rockwood. Mr. Hill has been sub
stituting at Pittston Storehouse dur
ing the absence of William Harring
ton.
Mr. and Airs. N. A. Murphy re
turned September 29th from their
vacation in Jackman, Maine. Miss
Yvonne Evoy accompanied them
on their return from her home in
Saint Henedine, Quebec.
Miss
Evoy has again taken the position
of cook at Kineo Boarding House.
Mrs. A. R. Cochrane left on
October sixteenth for a visit with
friends in Boston.
On the evening of Thursday Octo
ber 8th, Kineo Boarding House was
the scene of a pleasant gathering and
a delicious supper. The occasion
being the return of and reception to
Mr. and Airs. Nicholas Serino
Fiorillo, who were married earlier
in the day at Jackman, Maine. The
entire Northern Colony of Rockwood
were seated at one long table with
Mr. and Mrs. Fiorillo at the head.
Mrs. Fiorillo was formerly Miss
Belvar Pease of Jackman and has
been employed at Kineo Boarding
House for some time. Mr. Fiorillo is
the Engineer of Kineo Light and
Water Works and also driver of the
Kineo truck. Great credit is due
Mrs. Murphy who planned the
supper and for the fine appearance
of the flower trimmed table. The
wedding cake cut by the bride was
sufficient for all participants to
indulge.
We are pleased to report that Mrs.
Harry Hellyer is convalescing rapid
ly at the Maine General Hospital,
Portland, where she recently under
went an operation for appendicitis.
Hugh Seavey has finished for the
season on the Kineo Road Repairs
and is working for Mr. Cochrane in
the harness shop.
Guy McCourt and George McEachern have re-wired the Rock
wood Hall to facilitate the showing
of moving pictures this season.
T. S. Ranney was a recent visitor
on the Kineo side.

Lily Bay
Mr. and Mrs. Oscar Nisbitt and
Mr. and Mrs. James Bolton of
East Millinocket spent a few days
at Lily Bay early in October. Mr.
Nisbitt is a millwright employed at

Find fault and you stand little chance of finding success
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the East Millinocket plant and Mr.
Bolton is foreman of the beater room
at that place.
Jack Ramsay has returned from
California and re-joined the woods
clerical force. He is at present assist
ing Mr. Harmon with the several op
erations which are clerked from this
point. Jack opines that the sunny
slopes of California are all right for
some folks, but the old Pine Tree
State is good enough for him.

S. L. & St. J. Railroad
Phil Sawyer of the Division of
Forest Engineering discontinued
work here and returned to Bangor.
The recent storm which brought
with it 28 inches of snow at this
point, made it impossible for Mr.
Sawyer to continue.
Senator H. A. Roberts of Lyman
with a party of friends went in to
Third St. John Pond on October
16th. The Senator and his party
came to enjoy the hunting season,
and incidentally some of George
Farrar’s good cooking.

Forty Mile
Frank McCormack who has been
keeping time for the dam crew on
Norris Brook has returned to his
home in Fort Kent, where he has
employment with the Woodstock
Lumber Co.
Mr. William Lane is a trapper of
great renown. One day he set a
trap for a bear. Next day he went
to the place and saw while yet afar
off. what looked like a little black
and white cat caught in the trap.
Bill walked right over to pick it up
but it wasn’t that kind of a kittie.
Gus Greene has moved in to the
North Branch since Frank McCor
mack left.
Leroy H. Lowe has moved to Seboomook, as that is a more central
point from which to clerk the various
telephone operations.
Mrs. Lane, whose delicious cream
pies and excellent dinners are well
known to all the Northern boys up
river, preserved 350 quarts of rasp
berries and 50 quarts of blue-berries
last summer.
Howard Silsby’s crew put in some
strenuous days repairing the damage
to the telephone lines caused by the
storm of October 9th and 10th.
Fremont Hatch arrived at 40-Mile
October 14th.

The new telephone line from
Forty-Mile to the boundary has been
completed. It has all new cedar
poles and is equipped with new sixpin cross arms. It appears to be as
fine a job of telephone construction
as any in the company’s territory.

Sias Hill
Thomas V. Whalen is our new
patrolman on the road from this
point to Sourdnahunk, filling the
place made vacant by Cyril Buckley’s return to Boston College.
Bill Clarkins has opened a wangan in the road carts and is now
located by the roadside at a point
half way between Grant Farm and
Rainbow road. Bill has about 17
men in the crew among whom are
many old timers. Carl Hagstrom
is driving the truck.
Many old friends of Charles Mun
roe were saddened to hear of his
death caused by an automobile
accident in Dover-Foxcroft on Octo
ber 10th. Mr. Munroe was for
many years a fire patrolman em
ployed by the Maine Forestry De
partment, and during that time he
made a host of friends among the
Great Northern boys on this side of
the lake. His passing takes from
our midst one of the real old timers
of the woods, a good friend and a
kind neighbor.
The construction and improve
ment work being done here under
the direction of Harry Severance,
is progressing well in spite of the
recent period of bad weather.

Rice Farm
Alec Dionne, who has been em
ployed either at Rice Farm or on
the drive since last February, has
left for his home in Millinocket.
Alec was the guide for the party of
Northern men who climbed Katahdin during the summer.
It was
his 26th trip up the mountain.
Weldon R. Kenney came down
from Grindstone for another pair
of horses.
Charlie Oree is now at Milli
nocket Stables, having come out
from Sourdnahunk some time ago.
Joe Lawless passed thru on his
way to Grindstone.
Mr. and Mrs. Enman made a
brief stop here during the month.
They were accompanied by William
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Murphy of Davidson, who came to
pick out a pair of horses.
Motion pictures were shown here
on the 9th., providing a welcome
treat.
Mr. W. D. Page and his neighbor,
Mr. Wales of Hampden, visited the
farm recently. Mr. Wales was for
merly connected with the company,
having been an assistant to Mr.
Murray.
Mr. Mann still has a small crew
driving here.

News Of Former Employees
Alphonse Bertrand is in the Bos
ton Office of Armour and Company.
He is also attending evening classes
where he is studying accountancy.
L. A. Titcomb, for many years a
paymaster with the company, is now
employed at Palisades Interstate
Park, Englewood, New Jersey.
S. S. Bradford, another former
paymaster, has been with EyreJohnston for several years. He is
now at Brassua Dam where he does
all the buying for the boarding house
and store.
Earl Bartlett, well known as a
forester for the company and who
acted as resident engineer on the
Portage Lake Sluice, under the
direction of H. W. Wright, is now
associated with his brother Dana in
a surveying and real estate business
in Ocoee, Florida. Business is very
good and they are very much taken
with the climate and the country.
Elmer M. Creighton, who worked
in Kineo Garage under Mr. White
and Mr. Sargent, is now located in
Haines, Alaska, where he will be glad
to hear from his old friends.
B. F. Hibbard, who kept time on
Cooper Brook and on Russell Stream
some years ago, is in the Boylston
Street branch of the Old Colony
Trust Company, where he has
charge of the Bond Department.
The Hibbards live in Brookline and
have a son three years of age.
Leo J. Noel, who clerked at Loon
Stream some years back, has since
been employed by the Eastern
Manufacturing Company at Brewer
and by the Lincoln Pulpwood Com
pany in their up-river department.
He recently purchased a Dodge

A logging crew works on its stomach.—paul bunyan
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Special sedan which he drives with
characteristic efficiency and enjoy
ment.
P. P. Whalen of Lincoln, N. H.
was a recent visitor to Bangor where
he spent a brief vacation visiting
old friends. Pat is foreman of a
construction crew out there for a
Boston contracting firm.

Grindstone

Company family. Mrs. Flower’s
aim was to have a bright cheerful
store where men could drop in of an
evening and where not only the
staple woods clothing could be pur
chased but also such little extras as
cigars, candy, canned fruit and so
forth could be found. She has suc
ceeded in providing an attractive
variety of stock and the store is a
busy place after working hours.
Mr. McLaughlin, who is the
grandfather of Lloyd Pickett, has
returned to his home in Bangor.
The storm of October 10 was un
usual for the time of year. One
needed a pair of calked shoes to get
across the boom.
R. V. Ganders and R. G. Lothrop
have bought a barrel of apples. We
are not supposed to tell but you will
find them in the office, on the left as
you go in. Don’t say anything, but
help yourself.
The Social Service has provided us
with a football, and as the dooryard
is a large one, we make good use
of it.
Mr. Lothrop expects to have his
family with him for the winter. Mrs.
Lothrop and the two children will
soon arrive from Monticello.
John Bryce, foreman at Grind
stone Depot, suffered a severe in
jury to his left hand on Saturday,
October 17. His crew were clean
ing up brush on that date and an
axe wielded by one of the members
of the crew came in contact with his
hand, inflicting deep cuts on three
fingers. Mr. Enman immediately
conveyed Mr. Bryce to Millinocket
for treatment.
Mr. R. H. Robertson was a re
cent visitor, remaining overnight.

The recent rains have raised the
water in Schoodic Stream to such an
extent that Mr. Enman has been
able to make further progress on his
drive.
Harry Way, who was employed
by the Gilpatricks of Davidson as a
blacksmith for eight or nine years,
is now the blacksmith at the depot.
He comes highly recommended.
Wilbur Erskine has set up the
mill to get out material for the new
loader. He has been assisted by
Sam Budreau.
G. E. Burrill of Bangor has been
installing the heaters for the garage
and bath house.
George McKeen has come out
from Schoodic Drive and is em
ployed at the depot.
Tom Whalen and Herbert Adams
are cookeeing here. Tom is a cousin
of P. E. Whalen. Herbert is a
brother-in-law of Mike White and
this is his first trip away from home.
Wm. St. J. Murray, L. G. White,
L. A. O’Connell, O. A. Harkness,
H. W. Wright and George McLeod
were recent visitors. George
brought his family and remained
overnight. On the way up they
ran into the snowstorm of the 10th
and turned back to Lincoln to spend
the night.
Len O’Connell tells us that Wal
Arthur Wight
ter is now employed at Brassua by
Eyre-Johnston. Mr. John Clark is
It is with sincere regret that we
also working there.
The pictures at the depot were report the death of Arthur Wight
who was drowned at Dolby Flowage
witnessed by seventy people.
Joe Babineau having resigned, on October 15. Mr. Wight was in the
Andy Grogan is now employed as habit of starting out early in the
morning to get up steam on a don
wangan-man here.
Mr. Hempstead was accompanied key engine located on a raft midway
on his recent visit by his wife and by of the channel, using a canoe to get
his mother, Mrs. Emma Hempstead. back and forth. On the morning in
The ladies were guests of Mrs. Lloyd question, he did not return to break
fast, and the crew, starting out, came
Pickett overnight.
The Store at Grindstone is unique across his overturned canoe, half
among company properties. It is way to the raft. It is surmised that
maintained by Mrs. A. T. Flower. his canoe struck a stump in the dark
The Flowers are well known mem and as he always paddled standing
bers of the Great Northern Paper up, the jolt hurled him overboard.
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He was known as a powerful swim
mer, but he had on a rubber coat that
handicapped his movements. The
pond was dragged and the body
found at four o’clock that afternoon.
His relatives were notified and the
body was prepared for burial in
Millinocket and shipped to Presque
Isle where interment took place.
Mr. Wight was an uncommonly
high type of woodsman and had been
employed by the company for many
years. He was known particularly
for his industry and had worked
fourteen months at Grindstone and
Dolby without even going as far
out of the woods as Millinocket.
His skill in all branches of woods
work was unquestioned and he was
a jolly companion in camp. His
camp mates join in expressing to the
bereaved family their genuine sor
row at his untimely end.

The Last Drive
By NATHAN A. TEFFT

Continued from Page 5

As a boy playing along the river
front, the sculptor became familiar
with the men who drove, boomed,
and rafted the logs that later were
towed and “sculled” down along to
the mills. His young mind became
impressed with the types—the Larry
Connorses, the Black Sebats, the
Joe Attiens, and the Anguses and
Rories, all of whom played important
roles in the activities of rivermen.
From the banks of the river he
watched them work, and riding on
log rafts he learned how they
handled the “Peavy” and pick-pole.
Along the upper waters, in later
years, he learned of the treacherous
rips and rapids where booming logs
ran wild in the foaming waters, and
where, on hidden ledges, great jams
developed. He knew the character
of the men who either volunteered
or were sent to open up the channel.
He knew their minds and the dare
devilness in their hearts. He knew
their take-a-chance attitude and
their dogged, determined will to
“bust her” or die in the attempt.
All this has been perpetuated in
bronze and granite, and one can
hardly look upon the group—into
the faces of these strong-hearts of
the Maine woods and rivers without
expressing admiration for their type,
and without feeling and knowing
that such men did actually live and
dared to die for the good of a com-

Perseverance is the ability to stick to a job you aren’t stuck on
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munity and a state which they were
proud of, because they were mighty
cogs in the machine that helped to
build it up.
The group, consisting of three
heroic figures, nine feet high and
weighing approximately three tons,
rests upon a granite plinth, the
weight of which is twenty tons. In
front of this is a large fountain bowl
representing the river, and into
which actually flows water from the
old Penobscot, down which the men,
whom these characters represent,
drove logs. On either side of the
plinth are granite steps leading to
the rear where one may have an ex
cellent view from that point.
Located on the lawn adjoining
the public library in Bangor, with
its parkway walks and hedges, it is
destined to become one of the show
places of the city, not only for Maine
people but for people of other states,
because it is a unique adventure in
sculpture, the only design of its kind
in the country.

What The Game Laws
Ought To Be
1.
Hunters and fisherman’s wot got
half-shot before he start, will have a
gardeen ’pint hover it. Every man
have rite to danger himself an’
fambly but not outsider. For the
above reason he mus’ drink his
licker at home.
2.

All hunters mus’ be proteck—let
de game took care of itself.
3.

All dose who reply for lissens to
hunt mus’ be able to tole de moose
frum de steer; de hen frum de part
ridge; de collie frum de fox and so on.
Even de farmer has his rites wich
mus’ be inspected.

4.

Crows, owl, porky-pine and oder
song birds mus’ not be kill at any
time excep’ for feed.
5.
Lines, taggers, and hoder beasts
of prayer may be took at any time
if not in company wit his keeper.

6.
De fine for shoot de farmer and
hoder game bird is honder dollar.
Hired man and stray cattle in pro
motion.
7.
Boatrockers, book agent and order
poison reptile danger to life and
happy, is class houtside its mind and
treat accordion—namely: bug hous
for life if he live long enuf.
8.
A man wot shoots his fren wit a
gun wots loaded is goin’ to hav a
fair trial; but de fellar wot shoot his
fren wit a gun ain’t loaded is a fool
and is put hout of his misery de same
day.
9.
Boys under 15 will hav dere catriges debulletize before going in de
woods. Dey will got jes as much
games and less danger to himself
and frens.
10.
Mens who crawl under a wire
fence and drag her gun after him
will be refuse de franchise.
Yours in disrespec’
Napoleon Gomo
St. Albans, Vt.
“Here’s something queer,” said
the dentist, who had been drilling
and drilling into a tooth, “You
said this tooth had never been filled,
but I find flakes of gold on the point
of my drill.” “I knew it,” moaned
the patient, “you’ve struck my back
collar button.”

Just because a man only earns half
what he thinks he’s worth is no
reason why he should try to live
twice as well as he should.
—The Old Timer.

Paul Bunyan
Continued from Page 8

was “forty-two axe handles and a
plub of chewing tobacco” from the
tip of one horn to the tip of the
other.
Paul’s camp was well regulated in
every detail. It is interesting to
know that camp rule 31,721 pro
hibited the writing of poetry. Per
haps that is why the tale has re
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mained in prose all these years.
The problem of feeding Paul’s
crew was very great. Pea-Soup
Shorty made no attempt to feed
the loggers anything but hard tack
and pea soup. Then came Sour
dough Sam who made everything
but coffee out of sourdough. The
real father of camp cookery was Hot
Biscuit Slim. He demanded new
equipment such as steam-drive
potato mashers, sleeve-valve air
cooled egg beaters, force-feed batter
mixers, sauerkraut tanks, frankfort
sheds, an air-tight onion room, and
with these aids he got results. The
new kitchen was the size of ten Ford
plants and noisy as the battle of
Gettysburg. The head cookee,
Galloping Kid, mounted his white
horse and drove among the tables
surveying the cook-room with field
glasses directing the other cookees
as they scurried about on roller
skates to serve the meal.
Wondrous are these Bunyan tales.
We do well to learn them for when
the deaconseat spell-binder makes
us feel insignificant by recounting
his great achievements we can come
back with a story of Paul Bunyan’s
exploits that will chagrin the most
enthusiastic “camp gasser.”
This is veracious: A clergyman
from Cambridge, Mass., had occa
sion to preach to the inmates of an
insane hospital. During his sermon
he noticed that one of the patients
paid the closest attention, his eyes
riveted upon the preacher’s face, his
body bent eagerly forward. Such
interest was most flattering. After
the service, the speaker noticed that
the man spoke to the superintendent,
so as soon as possible the preacher
inquired:
“Didn’t that man speak to you
about my sermon?”
“Yes.”
“Would you mind telling me what
he said?”
The superintendent tried to side
step, but the preacher insisted.
“Well,” he said, at last, “what the
man said was, 'Just think, he’s out
and I’m in.’ ”
—-The Christian Register, Boston-
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